towards the door. His head was bald and shiny, and a
tawny beard streamed down his chest and merged into
his red habit, a lama's cloak, which stopped short flush
with his big, bare feet, bluc-vcincd and with knobby
toes Those feet, pallid and unnaturally clean, made me
feel slightly sick
The man stared at me in silen< c, with his little, ferrety
eyes running from side to side Obviously he didn't re-
ceive many visitors
'Sir'*' said an intciiogativc voice, and a boy came for-
ward from behind Vahmdra I took him to be the person
who had been reciting just now He looked about sixteen
or seventeen His suit, which was otherwise too big for
him but shoit in the sleeves, seemed to embarrass him
His face was pale and flabby, and cvciything about it
sagged the corners of his mouth, the ends ol his eye-
brows
He, too, stared at me in siicnc c, now and again shooting
little, fearful glances at Vahmdia When he did so, his
violet-hucd eyelids flickered slightly
I explained the object of my visit As 1 spoke, the ex-
pectant expression on the monk's face changed to one of
complacency I mentioned my name He asked whether I
spoke Russian, and from his accent I identified him as a
native of one of the Baltic lands probably a Lett xathcr
than an Esthoman
'So you knew Ungern^ I asked, as I sat clown
Vahmdra sat down in his turn He laid his plump, soft
hands, which looked like those of a middle-aged woman,
one on top of the other
'I knew him very well,* he declared
That was the one definite statement I got out of him
I put my notebook away, for he told me that he could
not stand the sight of a pen running ovei paper 1 a&ked
him the most innocent questions He kept silent for a
moment or two before making up his mind to reply The
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